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BOTTLE BABY 

SHE’S CRAZY ABOUT THE LONG 
NARROW ONES, BUT SHE LIKES 
THE STUBBY ONES SOMETIMES, 
TOO. 


Sandra is quite a boozer, but liquor is not her 
weakness. No, this isn’t a riddle, for Sandra’s 
true weakness is bottles and glasses and other 
cylindrical things. 

Recently she moved into a new furnished 
apartment with a terrific bar setup. It was the 
bar that made her decide on the place, for the 
moment she saw it she knew it was the perfect 
place to indulge her proclivities. 

As soon as she moved in, she ran out to the 
department store and loaded up with glasses of 
all sizes and shapes ... but mostly long and 
narrow. She admits, however, that she likes the 
feeling of the stubby ones in her hand now and 
then as well. 

MERE ALCOHOL DOESN’T 

PHAZE HER AT ALI_IT’S THE 

GLASSWARE IT COMES IN. 














When she had bought all her glasses she 
found she had no money left for the bottles to 
go with them. So she invited all of her boy¬ 
friends to come over with a bottle. Of course, 
she played it smart and invited them one at a 
time. She had a kind of individual house warm¬ 
ing for each of them. 

Each, of course, being a gentleman, left his 
contribution when he went his way, and now 
Sandra has a collection of about a dozen bot¬ 
tles. 

Now she walks around the house with a glass 
or a bottle in her hand all the time. She says it 

feels go^od. _ _ - i 
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DEVIL 

Lil is a throwback from a 
bygone era, she says. 

"I was barn either too late 
or too soon," she told aur in¬ 
terviewer. "Today a woman 
is supposed to be soft. A sex- 
pot is not a red hat mama 
like Sophy Tucker any mare. 
She is something cuddly and 
devious like Jayne Mansfield. 

"But not me. The way I see 
it, a sexy woman is half 
devil, half satyr, all wrapped 
up in a female package. Or, 
to put it inversely, devil is a 
woman." 

Lil makes no banes about 
her feelings. She's the came- 
an-strang kind of woman. 
She's a lot of female with a 
fiery red temper, and it takes 
a lot of man to handle her. 
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Bed auditioned lor alot 
of gigs before, but 
this was the first one 
between the sheets. 

The old man blew out while we 
!re playing a prom date in the Ore¬ 
gon country. He did it in style, stand¬ 
ing out there in front of the band 
with his horn tilted toward the sky 
wailing a hot lick from 1938 while 
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PDDIES 

■ tiickily for rtiem, they both 
wear the some size bra. They 
share that, too. 

Carla and Marla are the best 
. of friends. They share an apartment 
along Hollywood’s posh sunset 
strip, and both 
of them work as cocktail 
waitresses in oiie 

W of the livelier nightspots nearby. 
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They are such good friends that they 
share everything . . . clothes, food, car 
. . . even boyfriends. 

For instance, our photographer had a 
date one night recently with Marla (she's 
the blonde). When he got to their apart¬ 
ment he was met by Carla. Seems Marla 
had been suddenly called in by the boss 
on her night off, and Carla was doubling 
for her. Our man was not in the least dis¬ 
appointed. After all, one's as good as the 
other. 

The girls' favorite pastime is admiring 
one another. Both, as you can see, have 
beautiful bodies, and they like to do a 
strip tease for one another, each one ap¬ 
plauding as the other bares another de¬ 
lectable inch. 

They're the friendliest roomates we've 
ever seen. 



Maybe we should have 
called it a “see” safari, be¬ 
cause we surely did see a lot 
... a lot of skin, that is. 

This being summer, and 
writers being romantic types, 
the editors hereof decided 
one day recently to vacate 
our Hollywood offices in 
favor of the open sea. We de¬ 
cided to goof off a day and 
‘take a charter trip to Cata¬ 
lina, a little island about 20 
miles or so off the Los An¬ 
geles coast. 

Well, naturally, we didn't 


SULTRY SEA SAFARI 


IT WAS A FEAST FOR THE EYES AND A TEST FOR THE NERVES. 
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SAFARI 



WE HAVE A PREFERENCE FOR PEELED TOMATOES. 


WHO NEEDS A BATHING SUIT WHEN THE OCEAN IS SO BIG? 









SEA 

SAFARI 

want to go alone. So we re¬ 
cruited as many young love¬ 
lies from our office building 
as could make up an excuse 
for their bosses. We finally 
got together about a half 
dozen of them and took off. 

Mind you, this was no 
working day ... we were off 
on a lark. But it’s a good 
thing we had our cameras 
along, because these plain 
old secretaries turned out to 
be the peelingest frills we 
have ever encountered. 

We told them all to bring 
their bathing suits for a little 
off-the-deck swimming, but 
none of them seemed to care 
about things like that. First 
one, then another, then an¬ 
other peeled right out of her 
clothing for a dip in the al¬ 
together. Needless to say, the 
office staff of hungry men 
were beside themselves with 
joy. 

By the time we had 
reached our destination, 
every one of them was down 
to her skin and romping with 
glee. We had to steer clear of 
the other boats in the har¬ 
bor for fear of being arrested. 
It was downright embarrass¬ 
ing. 

Like hell, it was. 

By the time we got back to 
the yacht harbor at San 
Pedro it was nightfall, and we 
were all exhausted. The boys 
and the girls alike. The girls 
were tired from prancing 
around all day and making 
like naked savages; the boys 
were tired of containing 
themselves in the presence 
of all that feminine pulchri¬ 
tude. 

So we all went home and 
slept it off. 
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THE NEW FREE-SWING¬ 
ING PLAYGIRL VIES 
WITH TRADITIONAL 
GEISHA HOUSES FOR 
THE ATTENTIONS OF 
AMERICAN TOURISTS. 



ARTICLE BY ROBERT S. CONROY 














Terry’s got an awful problem. She keeps running into men who want her to be mean to them, but she 
can’t. She’s too sweet to be mean. 

She tries to be careful about the kind of man she dates. Yet it keeps happening over and over again. She 









thinks she’s going out with a plain, ordinal^ fellow, and first thing she knows he’s asking her to pinch him 
wher^ it hurts or slap his face or punch him in the nose. 

She’s getting sick and tired of this sort of thing. She’s too sweet to be mean, and she wants the kind of 
man who will appreciate her. 







FASHIONED SIHL 


^'s too modest to pose with her 
bloomers on...so she takes them off. 




Modesty is her greatest virtue. = 
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HER BOYFRIEND Wi^ ANt) tEFT HER. 
SHE'LL TJfeiagY ONE YflAY HAPPENS 
/ ‘ T^'CC^E ALONG. 


HE HAD TO WIN THIS RACE...THERE WAS A BIG BUNDLE OF 
LOVE WAITING IF HE DID. FICTION BY CARL DOBINSKY 
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D im TO BE SEM 

SHE DOESN’T BELIEVE SHE HAS 
ENOUGH OF WHAT NATURE 
GAVE HER, SO SHE’S IMPROV¬ 
ING ON IT. 

“I try to be sexy, but somehow it doesn’t 
seem to come off. At least, that's the way it ap¬ 
pears to me. 

“My boyfriends tell me I'm sexy enough. But 
maybe I have an inferiority complex or some¬ 
thing, because I never believe them, no matter 
how hard I try. 

“One day I prevailed upon one of my boy¬ 
friends to give me some tips on how to be sexy. 
I figured he knew as well as anybody, because 
he had the thickest black book I ever saw. 

SHE THINKS SHE’S LOSING THE 
BATTLE OF THE BULGE. 


















"Well, he told me to concentrate on making 
an "0” with my lips. He told me to speak in 
pear-shaped tones, and when I’m not speaking, 
to hold my mouth in a slightly open pucker, as 
if I were about to kiss the person with me. Na¬ 
turally, I was only supposed to do that when I 
was with a man, because a woman might get 
the wrong idea. 

"I tried that for awhile, but without any startl¬ 
ing results, so I asked another fellow his 
opinion. 

"He told me to wear shiny black capri pants, 
as tight as I could get them, to enhance my 
curves. I did that for awhile, and it got me a lot 
of stares on the street, but it didn’t do me any 
good with the fellows I was dating. You can’t 
wear capri pants when you go out in the eve¬ 
ning. 

"Still another guy told me to wear unusual 
panties, such as the ones that say ‘hot’ on them 
or have some screwy design. I didn’t see how 
that could help me, but he added that I was sup¬ 
posed to swish my skirts when I got up or sat 
down or got out of a car so that my companion 
would get a glimpse. 

"That sounded like a pretty fair plan, but 
whenever I swished, my fellow seemed to be 
looking the other way. I gave up on that finally, 
because it took too much coordination. 

"Just the other day another guy told me I 
should carry my arms forward and sort of 
presed in to my sides at all times to enhance the 
size of my bosom. I haven’t tried it yet, but if 
the other ideas are any criterion, it won’t work. 
I guess I’ll never be sexy, no matter how hard 
I try. 
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Hollywood has been called a variety of cute names, such as Tinsel'^ " " "" ' " ' 

Town, Movieland, Glitter Alley, etc. I call it Fagville. 

When Johnny Carson brought his television show out here last 
winter he managed to get in at least one joke per performance about 
the pansies roaming the streets. The nation chuckled over these sly 
cracks, but the locals knew every remark was true. 

Hollywood is a fag town. They come here from all over the coun¬ 
try to be with one another. Moreover, ninety per cent of them live in 
an area roughly a mile square on the gentle slopes north of Sunset 
Boulevard. Here the homosexuals outnumber “straight” people, and 
the police call it Homo Hill. 

Every city has its homosexual quarter. But nowhere else in the 
world is there an area where the normal are in the minority. Portions 
of Hollywood (which itself is just a portion of Los Angeles) constitute 
self-imposed ghettos of homosexuals. The difference between this kind 
of ghetto and the racial or ethnic kind is that it doesn't show on the 

In the previous issue of this magazine there appeared a “shock¬ 
ing” story about a group of homosexuals in Portland, Oregon. What 
shocked Portland police was the fact that a group of queers were 
openly recruiting young boys to their ranks, holding orgies and queer 
"black masses” and taking movies of the proceedings to boot. 

Yes, this item must have been a bit shocking to the whole nation 
of average readers. But some Hollywood homosexuals whom I number 
among my acquaintances laughed at it. “Hell,” one of them said, 

“things like that go on here every day.” 

“How do you guys keep from getting arrested?" I asked him. 

"Sometimes we do,” he replied. “But as long as we keep quiet 
and don’t disturb the peace, the heat leaves us alone. They figure 
they’re better off if they know where we are and what we’re doing than 
they would be by scaring us into spreading all over town. 

“As for the movie bit, that's not too likely here. For one thing, 
not many of us would take the risk of selling obscene films. We like 
our freedom. And for another, you have to have a market. As long as 
the gay spots remain open and we have free access to one another, we 
don't have to get our kicks from films.” 

I don't know anywhere else where you can get such a frank state¬ 
ment from a member of such a detested group. 

A member of the Los Angeles Police Department's Vice Squad 
estimated that there are 165,000 homosexuals in the Hollywood area 
alone, a quarter of a million in the five counties of Southern California. 

Moreover, the Hollywood area is host to between 50 and sixty 
taverns and lounges which cater exclusively to homosexual trade. 

Unlike the residences, these are spread all over Hollywood. Like every¬ 
one else in Southern California, homosexuals have cars and can travel 
easily to their favorite spots. 

Nevertheless, they do tend to cruise in an area roughly a mile long 
and two blocks wide . . . that is, along the north and south sides of 
Hollywood Boulevard and one block in each direction. Cruising is the 
process of meeting one another by apparent chance and of recruiting 
new quail from among borderline “normal” boys who wander into the 
area, again, seemingly by chaqpe. continued on page 48 






FOOD 

ANGER 


AGGIE...THE GIRL WHO WILL EAT ANYTHING. 

HER HEART BEAT WILL QUICKEN ON 
HALF A BOILED CHICKEN, 
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STAG 

boys, only to get their heads bashed 
in by irate fathers. 

One of the fallacies you destroy 
fast in Fagville is that you can tell 
a queer from anyone else. Certainly, 
the tight pants and generally outland¬ 
ish dress betrays some, but only some. 
More than half look completely con¬ 
ventional, probably in order to hold 
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traction to the male body. That de- 
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IVe never known one who didn’t 
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member to the ranks. And for this 
















DEPRESSED AND REPRESS 










Jeannie just got back from a visit to her psychia¬ 
trist, and he told her she was sexually repressed. 

That made her depressed. 

“You’re afraid to involve yourself in a love affair,” 
he told her, “and that isn’t natural. A young girl 
like you ought to be outgoing and eager to attract 
he opposite sex.”. 

Jeannie admits that everything he said was true, 
and that’s what depressed her. Here she is twenty- 
two years old, and she’s never had a love affair. 

Oh, she’s had boyfriends, all right. But they all 
got frustrated after she displayed her characteris¬ 
tic coldness to their advances and proposals. One 
by one, she went through a dozen boys in a single 
year, and each one of them left her wondering what 
kind of kook she was. 

Ultimately, she sought help on the psychiatrist’s 
couch. She wanted to know why she was missing so 
much fun on other guys’ couches. 

Ultimately, she’ll beat the rap, she feels sure. 
But in the meantime she’ll have to put up with her 
depression ... until she’s ready to grab the right 
guy who comes along. 53 
























STICTLY 

FROM 


HUNGARY 

HER LIFELONG AMBITION 
WAS TO BE A FIGURE MODEL 
THE REDS HAVE NO 
APPRECIATION FOR THE 
NAKED HUMAN FORM. 









Tanya is the newest girl on the Hollywood figure modeling scene. She just made 
her way over from behind the iron curtain after an arduous two years of intrigue 
and hopeful running. 

Two years ago she was stuck in her native Hungary, working in a light bulb fac¬ 
tory. Since her mother was German and she had learned the language early, she ap¬ 
plied for a job in the Hungarian embassy in East Germany, and after a raft of tests 
and loyalty investigations, she got it. 








That was only six months ago. 

She did her work quietly and well for about a month. Then one day she took the 
plunge. Together with a group of friends, she made the dash across the mine-infested 
border into West Germany and sought refuge in the U.S. Embassy. 

Finally, a couple of months ago, Tanya steamed into New York harbor and sped 
immediately to Hollywood to fulfill her lifelong ambition ... to be a figure model. 







Imagine—in one split second your normal vision 
IS changed to amazing X-Ray-sight! Suddenly a 
You seem to be able to^look right into or even 
IhrouEh a^ny 
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You get instant X-Ray sight trom the moment you 
wear “X-RAY SPEX". Unconditionally guaranteed 
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batteries or electricity required. Completely selt 
contained and permanently tocust, a must for 
your next party. Order now on our 10 day free 
trial. If not lOO^S delighted, return for prompt 
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LADIES IN DISTRESS! 


a NUDIST NEWS 
2 & PICTURES 



lips. I went. She was soft and warm 
and her lips were alive, like when she 
was singing. Her tongue was like a 
high hoin. cutting through the roar of 
the band in mv head with notes of 
fire. 


“What the hell is tliis.” I said, try- 


only a croak, “an audition?” 

“Mmminm,”she purred. She started 
to sing to me. You’ve heard the song, 
but you haven’t heaid the words she 
used. I didn’t care about the band. 

I didn’t care about anything. 

The fluffy thing cut out somewhere 
aird it was like sitting in with Bix and 
Diz at the Bird and being able to cut 
them. Her body burned me. She was 
singing in my ear, soft and breathy. 
Off in the distance I could hear the 
high note I’ve always tried to get and 
never have. There was a rhythm sec¬ 
tion in her going boom, boom, boom 
with a pulsing beat. The whole b-and 
hit a chord in a major key and I came 
out of the haze sitting on the couch 

Laura made the scene in a "pair of 
pipe stem slacks. I crossed my fingers. 

than ever, I wanted the leader’s stick 
and what went with it. Frankie made 
it and we looked at each other. Laura 
was like a fresh bath and a six hoiii 

Finally I couldn’t take it anymore. 


ering those wonderful lips, a look of 
indecision clouding her deep eyes. 
“Haven’t you decided?” Frankie 

“You got to, now,” I said. “You got 


nudist books, films, calendars. All the info. Sent 
in plain, sealed envelope by 1st class mail. Rush 
$1 with your name and address to SUN WEST, 
PO Box 85204, wp , Los Angeles 27, California. 


“All right.” She flowed to a table 
and wrote. She handed each of us a 
sbp of paper. She had a look of doubt. 


perhaps even fear, on her face. 

I couldn’t open my piece of folded 
paper. I held it, cursing myself foi 
getting into such a position when I 
could have taken the band without 
all this jazz. Frankie looked at his 
and I looked at mine and there on the 
paper was the word, Frankie. I felt 
my heart sink and I started to yell. 
I’d auditioned for a helluva lot of 
jobs, but never like this. I didn’t have 

time with my horn. 

Before I got the yell out I looked 
at the paper again just to be sure and 
there inside a fold under the name, 
Frankie, was the name, Pete. 

None of us spoke a word. I felt 
like I had to go out and think about 
it. Frankie beat me to the door and 
we walked out to the street. All of a 
sudden Frankie was laughing, wild. 
I hadn’t thought about it as being 

“Hey, man,” Frankie gasped. “Two 
leader’s paychecks.” 

“Yeah,” I said. 

“Like Sauter-Finnegan,” Frankie 


“Almost.” I was thinking about 
something other than the band. 

‘You can run in those new things 

split the leader’s duties.” 

“We’ll have to put it to the boys,” 
I said, still not thinking about the 


On the way back to the hotel I 
remembered how I had felt when I 
thought that Frankie was the only 
choice. I remembered that soft voice 
in my ear and that high note off in 

The boys liked the idea of having 
co-leaders for the band. Shelton Orley 
tried to pump both of our hands at 
once and yell “\vild” at the same time. 

“What about it, man?” Frankie 
asked. 

It was the do\vnbeat. It was either 
cut it, or cut out. “I guess,” I said, not 

it came out, “that it's better to play 
in a trio than not at all.” 

‘Yeah,” Frankie said thoughtfully. 


that paper and saw your name.” She 
had used the same psychology on both 
of us. She was a lot of woman. 

“You got a coin?” I asked. 

“Why, man?” 

“One of us got to stay in the hotel 
tonight.” 

He called it and I won. 































A AAMBIER 
AT HEART 


Unlucky at cards and unlucky 
at love. Rita gambles her soul. 


Rita is a gambler at heart, and 
like all gamblers, she is a consist¬ 
ent loser. Rita, however, does not 
gamble money. Such mundane 
matters are too trivial for her... 
she can’t concern herself with 
mere greenbacks. When she gam¬ 
bles, she gambles herself, and the 
pot nearly always contains one or 
more men. 

She doesn’t know why she does 
it, and often she is sorry after¬ 
wards . . . iust as there are plenty 
of sorry people leaving Las Vegas 
every day, wondering why they let 
themselves get in so deep. 

She feels like a pawn in the 
hands of a man. He can do what he 
wishes with her, and she loves it. 
And when he leaves, she balls like 
a baby. Her sorrow lasts about a 
week or two, then she’s all set 
once again to try her luck in love. 

You’d think a girl with her looks 
would be lucky in love. But looks 
don’t always tell the story. She 
may have a luscious pair of legs 
encased in sheer black nylon, but 
they only draw more men than 
she needs, and some of them are, 
naturally, scoundrels. 

Unfortunately, she usually is at¬ 
tracted to the cads, the black¬ 
guards, the rats. 

Some day she’s going to go to a 
psychiatrist and find out why. But 
until then, she’s a gambler with 
her heart. 
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She changes her hair color at the 
drop of a hat. She’s the kind of 
woman who likes to please a man. 



No pretense about her . . . what 
you see is what she’s got. 


SOME LIKE 
ME DARK 


Yesterday I was a blonde. Last week I was 
a brunette. Today my hair is black. To see my 
real hair color you’d have to get a lot closer to 
me than my head. 

I think I must be Lady Clairol’s best custom¬ 
er, because I sometimes change the color of 
my hair for a single date. I figure I should do 
all I can to make a fellow like me, and if he has 
a preference in hair color I’ll change for him. 








If he likes me dark, I'll be dark. If he likes me 
blonde, I'll be blonde. I figure it's so little trou¬ 
ble to change the color of my hair, what with 
all the modern lotions and all that I might as 
well try to please. 

My boyfriends tell me I'm pretty rare in these 
days of career girls and independent femmes. 
I go out of my way for a guy, but few other girls 
ever do. 

Most girls are so stuck up they think a fellow 
has to take them as they are. And since most 
fellows hardly ever find the other kind, these 
nose-in-the-air chicks have the field almost 
monopolized. 

But I'm the other kind, and I'm ready to give 
the rest of the heap all the competition they 
can stand. If you're one of those unlucky guys 
who's stuck with a stuck-up girl, come to me 
and I'll take care of you. 














































